j NUMBER 
k THREE ADULT MATERIAL 


BACK NUMBERS 


BLUSHES NINE 


More schoolgirls! 
More canings! 
More spankings! 
More of everything! 


£6 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
SIX 


Bedroom Spanking, 
Schoolroom Caning, 


Spanking ‘Alfresco’. 


£5 


A Collectors Eaton 


BLUSHES FOUR 


Newsround girls 
whipped, others 
chastised in 
domestic service. 


ӨНГӨ 


EMENT 
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BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
ONE 


Girls in Germany 
in 1936 
Spankings, canings 
fresh and original 
articles. 


£3.50 


BLUSHES 
UNIFORM GIRLS 
TWO 


A victim in the Vestry 
— a choirgirl 
spanked. 


After the Match — 
knickers down in the 
changing rooms 


BLUSHES TEN 


A young Civil Servant 
16565 her knickers 
A headmaster's 
sécretary loses 
rather more. 
More Reich Girls. 
Schoolroóm.Ganing. 


£6 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
TWO 


Institutional 
"Whipping Horse" 
punishment 


Spankings and 
canings at home 
and at school 
£4 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
FOUR 


Linda's first in-house 
Spanking experience 
Braces as you've 
never seen before! 
Preview of one of our 
new Uniform Girls 


£5 


BLUSHES EIGHT. 


Gym lesson caning, 
Reich Girl, 


and Girls 
in Detention. 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
FIVE 


A fresh air Spanking, 
Bathtime humiliation 
Bedroom Caning 


BLUSHEG 


SUPPLEMENT BLUSHES 


SUPPLEMENT 
THREE 


Home from school 
Uniform girl spanked 
Caning, strapping, 
Humiliation! 


£4.00 


BROADWAY PUBLISHING 
43 LOWER ADDISCOMBE ROAD 
CROYDON CRO 6PQ 


BLUSHES ONE 


The first ‘Blushes 
with 16 pages of 
colour and delicious 
stories of schoolgirl 
and boarding school 
punishments 


£8 


BLUSHES UNIFORM 
GIRLS 


Crisp uniforms with 
soft, susceptible girl's 
inside them. 


A WRAF Officer, a girl 
bugler and the prettiest 
nurse you ever saw 
without her knickers 


BLUSHES ELEVEN 


Knickers coming down 
in the gym, in the 
headmaster's study 
and private bedrooms, 
with never a bottom 
left unblushed! 


£6 


UNIFORM 


GIRLS 2 


BLUSHES FIVE £6 


A guardian's 
teenaged ward 
made to take her 
knickers down for 
spankings in front of 

8 visiting "uncle' 
Two schoolgirls at 
the mercy of a 
woman teacher one 
long half-term 
holiday. 


BLUSHES TWO 


Military-style disci- 
pline for girls. 
Tutor's way with 
naughty teenagers 
Excellent 
photographs. 


£6 


BLUSHES SIX’ 


Valerie, one of the 
nicest of the 
Blushes Girls" is 
fully exposed and 
comprehensively 
punished. Others 
too, in the usual 
atmospheric 
"Blushes" style! 


£6 


BLUSHES SEVEN 


canes and 
Piano lessons, 
Bedtime caning 
and lots more! 
Excellent photos! 


£6 


BLUSHES THREE 


Domestic discipline, 
and exploitation of 
vulnerable young 


ble: Cheques and postal orders to "BROADWAY PUBLISHING" 


"икене puni 
; pull. 
‘Let alone an entire ba 
across Sal 
- She'd said she was so 
itfully, and her bottom pli 
апа he paced around his civils 
around her, and then he sat d 
should notice how much the thou 
ig her had aroused him. 
| neglected duty,’ he said. ‘An аһы 
\unicate simple messages ассига] 
| have thought, is hardly too 
ресі of someone in the Royal Q 


pretty face pinkened with d 
Imost pouted, too, whi 
nk her the more. 4 - 
for the fact that 
the regiment involved 
't have been surpri * 
оп your ear.” ፌሬ. A 
led; he realised 


She whispered 
‘Thankyou, Sir, and 
wouldn't meet his 
eyes, and it was then 
he knew that she knew- 

‘The Colonel has 
given me to under- 
stand that you respond 
well to more direct 
disciplinary methods — 
that a smacked bottom 
works wonders, those 
were his words. 15 that 
so? Hmm?’ 

She nodded; her 
hands went of their 
own accord to the 
buttons of her uniform 
jacket — plainly she 
had been told what to 
expect. 


Standing on the far side of the desk, with 
her skirt hoisted up in the shy way that a 
schoolgirl might have done it — in the same 
way that she most likely had done it when - 
she'd been a schoolgirl. The-plump; Succulent 
pout- of her pubic mound invited the eye at 
once — 


Pacing his office again he couldn't help but 
look at the chubby, impudent out-thrust of her 
knickered bottom; the spanking he meant to 
give her would turn those half-bare bum- 
cheeks a warm, throbbing crimson — 


— 


She was as brave as 
she could be, but the 
stingy ‘splatt’ of his 
plastic ruler under- 
mined her deter- 
mination not to let him 
make her blubber. 


Once she'd begun 
to weep she seemed to 
lose the spirit of 
defiance altogether, 
simply crying the more 
pathetically when he 
ordered her into the 
most humiliating 
position he could think 
of on the spur of the 
moment — 


Hushed-up as the whole thing was 
supposed to be, it occured to him that if one 
“thing was going to be kept quiet, then what- 
ever else might happen would also have to be 
kept secret. That being so — He gave her a 
last smarting spank with the ruler and then 
moved round to the end of the desk. 


She looked at him 
tearfully, mouth pink 
and moist and half 
open as she gasped for 
breath. She gulped a 
little as he showed her 
what he had in mind. 
But she was in no 
position to say no — 
she would just have to 
swallow her pride — 
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THE OUTFIT 


Bathed and perfumed, Vanessa studied 
herself carefully in her bedroom mirror, 
turning this way and that self-critically, 
but unable to suppress a smile at what her 
reflection showed. 

It was four years since she had last 
worn her Sixth-Form outfit, and her 
further development since then was shown 
by the way her bottom more proudly filled- 
out the short, dark-blue pleated skirt which 
she had managed with just a little difficulty 
to clip around her waist. Her old striped tie 
had been a bit scruffy and she had had to 
wash and iron it the day before. It looked 
all right now, lying in the valley between 
her firm tits whose peaks thrust through 
the cotton of her blouse. 

And that, too, was tight, but she had 
expected it to be. A few twisty movements 
and a couple of buttons at least would soon 
burst. Like they had been made to four 
summers ago, but that was a blush-making 
thought, causing her bottom to stir with 
the reminiscences that returned to her, but 
which she always tried to blot out. 

If she had never told David about that, 
then she wouldn't be wearing what she so 
saucily was now. With each twirl, her 
abbreviated skirt floated above her tightly- 
rimmed stocking tops. Pale rims of thighs 
— now plumper than they used to be. 
Suspender clips. At fifteen she had 
changed from white socks to nylons. At 
times they had seemed to her to become an 
even greater and more bottom-stinging 
attraction than her spotless socks had 
been. 

At seventeen - so Vanessa could not 
help remembering now - she had had her 
first caning. 'Friday nights are caning 
nights', she had been told, and not all her 
edging away, her clutching at the hem of 
her skirt, her hoarsely-whispered pleas 
had stopped her panties from coming 
down. Right off even, once. Oh! - and that 
time... that was what she had told her 
husband about, soon after their wedding 
night two months ago. 

Eighteen and a half was too young to 
marry, her mother had said, but Vanessa 
hadn't listened. And as for David, he had 
gone on and on at her to put on her old 
school outfit again. 

"You'll cane me’, Vanessa had pouted - 
pouted as she had once used to do. - ‘I 
won't. Don't be silly. We haven't got a 
cane. | just want to see you in it - how you 
look. Cute, | imagine. After all, your figure 
and your height...’ - “Yes, | know’, 
Vanessa had interrupted hurriedly. She 
had heard the same before... when her 
outfit had been new. How that could have 
been an. excuse for caning her, she 
couldn’t imagine. 

‘Well, then...’, David had said. He was 
a bit weak, Vanessa thought. An older man 


would have simply told her to put it on and 
not have discussed it. It was that sort of 
obedience that the cane had taught her; 
she knew that deep inside herself. David 
might just spank her, though. After all, it 
was all so tight and revealing and she had 
even taken the trouble to go to the local 
school-outfitters and get a pair of blue 
knicks into which (truth to tell) she had 
only just managed to squeeze. The crutch 
rubbed her as she walked - rubbed and 
cuddled at the same time. 

Perhaps she should put her hair in a 
bow, too - at the back. There was one 
somewhere in one of her drawers. Even as 
she opened it to look, the doorbell rang and 
Vanessa shot upright and stood very still. 
Oh god, she couldn’t go down to answer 
the door dressed like this! 

Twenty seconds and then it rang again, 

more persistently, making her squeeze up 
her eyes as if she didn’t even want to see 
herself. Not knowing who it might be, she 
waited. The master bedroom faced out on 
to the rear garden and she daren't creep 
down and look. Footsteps... faintly going. 
Phew! Whoever it was had gone and she 
could free herself from her momentary 
tenseness. Then with an awful start she 
heard the back door into the kitchen open 
and called nervously, ‘Who's there?’ 
‘Me, Vanessa’, came a deep voice 
which she recognised, half with relief, as 
that of David's father, Ralph. Footsteps 
again — but this time coming up the 
stairs! — ‘No, wait!’, Vanessa called 
desperately, but the sounds did not cease. 
— ‘Why? Aren't you dressed?, he asked 
and then — a few feet as he by then was 
from the bedroom door — Vanessa put her 
hands up to her face like a little girl and 
gritted out, "Yes, but..." 

Ralph ignored that. The bedroom door 
was ajar and he opened it. — ‘Why didn't 
you...?', he began and stopped as Vanessa 


‘Friday nights are 
caning nights’. 


11 


"1 have three things 
to spank you for now, 
Vaness; What are 
they? Quickly, or your 
bottom will burn even 
hotter than I mean it to.” 


bit her lower lip and clipped her legs 
together, standing almost exactly as she 
used to do on Friday nights. Their eyes 
met and snagged like thorns before 
Vanessa dropped her gaze, feeling his 
attention like an electrical charge all round 
her curves. But to her amazement he said 
nothing about her abbreviated and school- 
girlish attire. — '| asked you why you 
didn't open the door, Vanessa. Come here! 
he barked. And it was a bark, and the 
memories quivered in her all anew. Half 
slouching, she dragged her feet towards 
him across the deep-pile carpet — wonder- 
ing why she did and yet knowing why. 

1 d... didn't know it was you’, she 
stammered. — 'Which is a poor excuse. 
General lack of politeness, Vanessa. | have 
been wondering about you lately, and 
that's why | came round. You have a 
broody look about you sometimes, do you 
not?’ 

Vanessa hung her head, was silent 


first, then shook it slowly. — ‘If... if I'd 
known it was y... you | w... would have 
answered the door’. — ‘Dressed like this?’ 


Ralph queried. He had said it at last, and 
he knew he was going to make her answer 
— 'Well...', Vanessa began, but then 
feeling a strain of silent impatience in him, 
forced her to say, 'yes'. He was so much 
older than herself that she knew somehow 
she had to say it. They demanded it of one: 
obedience. 

His hand touched her hair, making her 
start a little. It slid down, fondled the back 
of her neck and then trailed down her back. 
There was no bra-clips, no straps — and in 
any case the fulsome thrusting of her 
jellied tits told him that the blouse was her 
sole garment above her waist. — 'You 
almost fibbed then, Vanessa, did you not?" 
he asked, producing a sudden inward 
trembling in her and a sense of appre- 
hension. 

‘Didn't’, she mumbled, and then a 
quick, anxious ‘No!’ burst from her lips as 
his hands toyed beneath her skirt-hem at 
the front and fingers slid around her 
stocking tops. But at that cry, his hands 
encompassed the backs of her thighs, 
gripping the firmly-fleshed columns just 


below the bulge of her bottom and rammed 
her body into him so that she uttered a 
little “AA!” 

"What?', Ralph asked sternly. — ‘All 
right, all right, | almost fibbed, but...” — 
‘There are no buts, Vanessa, and you know 
it’, he answered, gripping her so firmly 
that despite all her surreptitious efforts 
and a little wriggling of her hips she was 
unable to draw the lower part of her body 
back from his, her tits bulbing into his 
shirt-front. — ‘Oh no, please don't, she 
murmured all too quickly, the words 
forming such a confession — coded as they 
were — that he instinctively knew her 
meaning. 

‘But | have to, don't |? And you know | do. 
1 have to do something about your brood- 
iness and your fib’. 

"No! No, you don't, Vanessa choked 
and tried to make it a sobbing sound, but 
did not quite succeed. And he was moving 
her now, moving her until her back came 
against the wall. ‘No, please look. 
Davi , she began with a panicky tremor 
in her voice, only to be cut off by his sharp 
response. — ‘David will be late tonight, 
Vanessa. He was going to call you but | 
told him that | would tell you instead. Very 
late, and now | have to get you ready for 
what you need, don't 1?” 

‘Ah, no!’ Her cry — her cry again too 
late. One hand of his had cupped itself 
beneath the ripe peach of her bottom while 
the other fondled up her lovelips through 
her tightly-knickered crotch. — 'Get you 
ready', Ralph repeated amid the little 
whingeing sounds that issued from her 
lips, ‘Somebody has to see to you now, 
don't they’. ‘St...stop it!', Vanessa 
whimpered. The easing of his finger, the 
growing of the moisture beneath which 
seeped through the blue serge was making 
her knees wobbly, Pressing her moist 
palms against the wall, she averted her 
face from him, blushing and yet not daring 
any longer to resist. 

Slowly, very slowly, her father-in-law 
brushed aside her dangling tie with his 
free hand and commenced unsnicking the 
near-bursting buttons of her blouse one by 
one, causing Vanessa’s fingers. to press 
tighter to the wallpaper and her breath to 
hiss out. Tugging her top out from within 
the tight confines of the waistband of her 
school skirt, he unfastened the last two and 
let the sides fall away, bringing her tie to 
hang between her bared tits whose brown 
nipples showed their prominence. 

‘I... mer... mer... mer... mustn't’ she 
whimpered, this bringing from him such a 
stern and demanding ‘what?’ that Vanessa 
knew she daren't say it again. It had never 
been any good, anyway, saying that. His 
fingers fondled the luscious melons, 
causing her nipples to tingle. 

‘| have three things to spank you for 
now, Vanessa. What are they? quickly, or 
your bottom will burn even hotter than | 
mean it to. Look at me when you speak, 
please!’ 

Meeting his eyes then — her own 
slightly glazed, her knees flexing despite 
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herself, Vanessa blurted, ‘Because | nearly 
fibbed and because...’ ‘Yes, Vanessa go 
on’. His forefinger up between her thighs 
stayed its movements then save for a 
subtle brushing back and forth of the tip 
which made her feel just as quivery. — 
‘Broody — you s... said | was broody, 
and... oh, | can't think!’ 

"Can't? But it's easy. What is the 
opposite of ‘must’? Didn't you say the 
opposite to me just now?' His voice 
coaxed; his fingertip, moving like a metro- 
nome, coaxed. The sticky, liquid seeping 
through her knicks was too obvious for 
either to hide their awareness of it. — 
'Yes', Vanessa whispered. It was a sub- 
missive ‘Yes’. 

‘Good. You have learned; | thought you 
had. On the bed, my dear with your 
knickers off. You have precisely thirty 
seconds to do this or | shall fetch a cane. 
From my car, yes. | do have a cane. Ina 
way it has been waiting for your bottom, 
Vanessa, so quickly please — and counting 
now!’ 

‘Ow!’, Vanessa gasped. There was 
something that told her he was speaking 
the truth. ‘All right, all right!’ Her words 
were as hurried as her actions, wrestling 
down her school knicks as she had to and 
clambering up on to the bed, though 
clamping her thighs together as she 
flipped her skirt up to reveal her naked 
bottom to his view. 

‘Suspenders. | like your suspenders’, 
she heard him say as if they were the only 
thing he was looking at. Then came such a 
slap on the backs of her thighs as made her 
screech and jerk her head up even as he 
said, ‘Legs, Vanessa, legs! We do not keep 
them close together, do we now?’ 

Choking back a sob, Vanessa mutin- 
ously shifted them apart, but far too 
gingerly for her father-in-law who — 
knowing that he had to quell every sign of 
rebellion in her now — placed his hands on 
the backs of her bent knees and pulled 
them apart, producing thereby to his view 
the appealing fruit of love that nestled 
underneath her bottom's bulge. 

‘Fibs. We don't want fibs, do we, 
Vanessa?’ smack! His palm rebounded 
from her out-thrust globe, bringing a 
stricken cry from her. ‘Nor do ме... — 
smack! — ‘want you to remain in brood- 
iness, Vanessa, eh? Did you speak? Did 
you?’ smack — smack — smack! 

"Yah-haaar! Oh no, please, | won't be, | 
won't be!', she babled while Ralph longed 
to caress her now hard-nippled tits and feel 
her honeypot again. Not yet, he told him- 
self, not yet. Laying his open hand against 
her cleft, he could feel already the heat he 
had induced, the subtle throbbing under- 
neath the silky skin. — 'What else do we 
not want, today or in the future, Vanessa? 
Come, you can remember now'. Sp/att- 
smack! 

‘Don’t, don't — oh don’t!’, Vanessa 
Sobbed.,There were real tears now, the 
pearls upon her cheeks. She was crying for 
her yesterdays, he thought, and smack! — 
he made her supple hips to jolt again. — ‘I 


said, | said... oh, please... | mean, | said 
mustn't, and | mustn't — ‘Ah, there's the 
conundrum you see', he laughed, 'for you 
must, Vanessa, and you know you must. 
Naughty girls flaunting their school ties 
between their tits are often spanked, 
sometimes for being naughty and some- 
times because they are going to... what?’ 

‘Oh-woh!’, Vanessa sobbed. She knew 
what he wanted her to say, and — ah/ — 
oh god, another burning smack that made 
her bottom feel on fire. ‘Be... because they 
are g... going to be naught-tee!’, she 
blubbered, feeling her salt tears upon her 
lips. 

К 'Sometimes even before they аге 
caned, yes. Not always, but sometimes. 
Sometimes, sometimes, sometimes’, 
repeated Ralph and with each smacked 
hard into her bulbing cheeks bringing a 
long howling cry from her. One leg kicked 
back and almost caught his thigh, and then 
she fell, fell flat upon her tummy, scrabb- 
ling with bent fingers at the quilt. Her hips 
squirmed and her bush rubbed furiously 
upon the smooth material — then she was 
still, eyes closed, her breathing soft. At the 
first new touch of his hand upon her 
bottom, Vanessa quivered visibly and then 
was still again, hiding her face, her fingers 
clenched while lazily his thumb trailed up 
and down her cleft where the red cheeks 
inrolled. 

‘I would like tea now, Vanessa. Remove 
your skirt, tidy your hair, button up your 
blouse and come down thus. Five minutes, 
girl that is all'. 

‘But D... David!’ Such a tearful little 


ry. 

‘David will not be home tonight, my 
dear. You forget that | am his father and 
his boss. | sent him up to Manchester. He 
won't be back tonight and you — you 
naughty girl — have wasted precious 
seconds. | am going down. | expect you 
right on time, Vanessa. Hurry, please'. 

*Oh-wer!' Her cry followed him but he 
ignored it. Within another half a minute he 
heard her scuttling into the bathroom and 
smiled. The cane was in the kitchen where 
he had left it when he entered. Marvellous 
of her to dress like this. Love's play — but 
there were other ways. He had to make it 
real for her and would. Those timourous 
footsteps that he finally heard made him 
sit down and pick the local evening paper 
up, not even glancing at her as she 
hurriedly walked by and vanished with a 
twinkling of her heated bottom into the 
kitchen. 

Ralph felt even cosier then. Tight black 
stockings, peaking at the front and back 
where her suspenders clipped. The 
blouse that would flare around her waist, 
the gently-swinging tie. Upon her equally 
hesitant entry after the kettle had whistled 
its song, Ralph continued reading that 
which he did not really care about, looked 
at her briefly once and said, 'Kneel down 
before me, Vanessa, while | drink my tea. 
Hold this'. 2 

‘Oh no! But you said...', gasped his 
young daughter-in-law as she found her- 
self grasping the dreaded cane. Equally 


‘clamping her thighs 
together as she flipped 
her skirt up to reveal her 
naked bottom to his 
view." 
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‘It doesn't take long." 


awful was the fact that he could look down 
between her legs and see her crisp triangle 
there — and did, as if reflectively. 
Receiving no reply, she asked timidly, 
"Aren't you? | mean..." 

'Am | going home tonight? No, 
Vanessa. Stand now, hands behind your 
back, holding the cane. | may not have to 
use it, of course'. He placed his cup on a 
side table by the sofa as he spoke. — 'May 
not have to — not yet', he said and beck- 
oned her with his hand until once more 
Vanessa half-blindly shuffled forward and 
stood with downcast head between his 
legs ‘Do you think | will have to?', he 
asked, and Vanessa shook her head 
dumbly, unable to look straight at him. — 
‘Well?’, he asked sharply. His hands 
reached behind her, carving the resplen- 
dent and still very warm cheeks, feeling 
and fondling the deeper bulge of flesh 
beneath. 

“б... d... dunno’, Vanessa mumbled. 
She wanted it to be finished with and over. 
She wanted it never to happen. He held 
her springy Cheeks apart for a moment, 
causing her to suck in her lower lip, then 
let them spring together again. Delib- 
erately his hands fell away. To see if she 
would move. Vanessa did not move. But 
then words burst from her that she never 
knew she meant to speak. — ‘I know 
you're going to cane me, | know you are!', 
she burst wildly and fell to her knees, 
pressing her cheek upon his thigh as if 
seeking protection. 

‘Yes. | have to, don't I’, Ralph said 
quietly and stroked the back of her head, 
causing her to sob again. He waited and 
allowed the blubbering, glubbing sounds 
to die away. 'Have to', he repeated, 
‘Perhaps now, Vanessa, perhaps now’. 

‘Oh, no! no!’ Something stark and stiff 
was pulsing close against her cheek. She 
did not want to think about it, did not want. 
‘It doesn't take long. You know it 
doesn't take long. Up now — come on — 
up, girl, ир!” 

Drawn up, Vanessa wanted to cuddle 
into him. That had worked sometimes — 
had almost worked, hands stroking her 
bared, waiting bottom as she stood, head 


buried in a shoulder and room so quiet. 

‘If... if 1...', she began and stopped. — 
‘If you what, Vanessa?’ But she merely 
shook her head. She couldn't say it — not 
to him. Though if he caned her... Oh god, 
now they were going out — the stairs a 
mountain that she had to climb, his hand 
beneath her orb, her every movement 
mastered as they went. 

The bed looked as if it waited for her — 
but they always did. — ‘Take your tie off 
Vanessa and undo your blouse'. The cane 
fell from his hand on to the bed, its end a 
finger pointing in between her legs. Amid 
the fumbling of her fingers he walked out. 
The dusk was like a cloud within the room. 
A lawnmower whirred somewhere; a 
young child, screaming, had a tantrum, 
then was quiet. 

Vanessa could hear the soft movements 
in the bathroom. It had never been this 
way before — had always been more quick 
before. Hearing the bathroom door open 
and the padding of his bare feet, Vanessa 
quickly turned her back though not before 
she had glimpsed that he was naked, stiffly 
armed. 

"Why | have to cane you, Vanessa. You 
know why', Ralph said cryptically and 
admired her naked girlhood as she stood, 
her fingers slightly clenching as she stood. 
— '| asked you’, he said slowly as if she 
had difficulty in comprehending English, ‘I 
asked you if you know why’. Her tie lay 
crinkled on the floor, her pleated school- 
skirt, the blue knickers that would still be 
faintly moist. 

‘It st... stings me’, Vanessa 
whimpered. In the mirror — she could see 
him in the mirror, oh so stiff! 

‘Why you have to be caned — to be 
caned first. You know why?’, he asked her 
once again and closed the door, picked up 
the cane and stood again behind her back. 
The skin there rippled and was still. — 
‘You have a superb young bottom, 
Vanessa’, Ralph said with deliberation, 
and then added, ‘Bend, please. Bend right 
over, legs apart’. 

‘| don't...', began Vanessa all too 
defensively as she so unwillingly paraded 
her cleft cheeks up to him again — and 
then immediately, hooo-wittt!, and ‘yah!’ 
she screamed and cupped her buried face. 
The red streak showed: a thin line full 
across her offered peach. 


‘Once again — just once again we'll 
try, Vanessa, now. You know why | have to 
cane you first?’ — 'Yeh-esss/ | do!’ — 


swooo-ish! Her ardent, pleading cry again 
that bounced from off the walls and fell like 
a discarded sheet. — ‘And tomorrow, 
Vanessa, when | return again tomorrow 
afternoon and finding you wearing your 
school clothes, you will know again then, 
won't you? — hooo-wittt!" 

‘Ah, don't! | do know, yes, | do know — 
honestly!’ 

‘Three more, Vanessa. Stick your 
bottom out’. And the room was whirling, 
whirling all.around. Her legs apart, her 
bottom urging out, mind screaming no, 
and yet... yet afterwards... 
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new young lass, then', boomed 

William Robson as if he had just 

made the discovery of the small 

but firmly-figured girl who stood 
blinking and gazing around the cellar 
with shy curiousity. 


"Yes', Suzie replied, for it seemed 

he wanted her to something and she 

y proud of the way he was 

looking at her in her new Salvation 
Army uniform. 


Even so, she rather wondered why 
he had brought her down into the cellar 
of his house to which she had been sent 
for ‘instruction’. Her guardian had told 
her that she must have private 
instruction first and had insisted — 
despite Suzie's embarrassed murmurs 
— in watching her put on her uniform, 
even tut-tutting (though in a kindly 
way) while she was in the act of drawing 
up her crisp, new blue skirt. 


'No, wait, Suzie — your panties 
should be tighter. Let me', he had 
urged, and before Suzie could draw her 
hips back he had smoothed and soothed 
them around the tight apple of her 
bottom, causing her to half close her 
eyes while his fingers eased out a tiny 
— indeed, all but invisible — crease 
here and there, delving where no 
fingers had ever delved before and so 
causing Suzie to wriggle. 


'Don't wriggle, Suzi he had 
admonished her, adding rather 
mysteriously to her ears, ‘Or not yet, 

Then he had given her a first 

across her tightly-sheathed 
bumcheeks which had made her jerk 
and utter a squeal. But then his finger 
(at last freed from a brief nesting place 
down below where he had smoothed out 
the most) wagged at her severely and 
he had placed his hands upon her 
causing her to face him 


[4 e are going to be a good 
girl now, Suzie, or I will 
have to spank you, won't 
I?', he had asked rhetori- 

cally. But even so, Suzie had bitten her 

lower lip and nodded. She had a 

swimmy, tickly sensation in her tummy 

now that made her want to move her 
hips, but valiantly she stayed herself 
and tensed her pretty, stockinged legs 
instead. 
ን 
‘A very good girl — before, during 
and after your period of instruction. 

After all, I shall have to give you an 

exam, afterwards, won't I?', he had 

asked jovially and Suzie had nodded 
immediately at that, for she wondered if 
he had really meant it about spanking 
her. He never had, though he did often 
pat her bottom through one of her skirts 
or her skintight jeans. 

. 


Then he had brought her here and 
said he would return ih about an hour. 
Nobody had told her what sort of 
"instruction' she was going to get, and 
Suzie rather thought it would be dull — 
reading from books and things like that, 
she had told herself lamely, and (worse) 
having to remember. She supposed that 
was what her guardian meant by saying 
that he would have to give her an exam. 
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Suzie’, he had 8886 
when they reached the hause 
and he had stopped thé ear 
His hand had lain 9598 shes 

gh as though she might slide ЕЙ 
seat too quickly. "What?', sh 
asked member that obedieng 


always come first 


nd now Mr Robson was saying 
exactly the same thing, so it 
must be a sort of rule. 
"Obedience comes before 
salvation, Suzie. Do you understand?', 
he asked. 
. 

"Y..yes, he told me’, she 
stammered, and Mr Robson had 
nodded and said that he must be a wise 
man. Then, as he picked up something 
that Suzie had never actually encount- 
ered before, she knew it was called a 
cane and would have backed away save 
that her neatly-shod black shoes were 
as if glued to the floor. 

. 

But it seemed all right for a 
moment. He just looked at her and 
tapped the free end of-the cane across 
his other palm. ‘My niece>is_in the 
Salvation Army, too, Suzie. Just a year 
older than I believe you are. She had to 
start at the bottom, too. It's quieter 
down here in the cellar. I am told you 
are a quiet girl, Suzie — a quiet and 
obedient girl. I do hope so. Are you? 
Are you?', he repeated, bringing the 
end of the cane under her chin — just 
the tip of it — so that she had to hold 
her head up just as she had a short 
while before in the bedroom. 


D 

‘Yes’, Suzie said hopefully. 
Hopefully because she thought he 
might then put the cane down and they 
would read something out of books. Or 
something. But Mr Robson was shaking 
his head, even though he was smiling at 
the same time. Didn't he believe her? 
‘L..L...am’, she stammered, and then 
at last the tip of the cane dropped away 
from beneath her chin and Mr Robson 
said he would give here a little test. He 
even asked her if he could, and so Suzie 
nodded. It was a test of real obedience, 
he said, but then he said the most awful 
thing. 

. 

“1 want you to take your knickers off, 
Suzie, and hold your skirt up and stand 
still. It is called posture, Suzie — 
correct posture when you are under 
instruction. Now, please’. 


P 
‘But L..but L..', Suzie blathered 
and then quicker than the blink of an 
eye received such a stinging, swishy 
sideways stroke of the cane across her 
bottom that she squealed and jumped. 
. 


Mr Robson tut-tutted then, just as 
her guardian had done. ‘Really, Suzie, 
really, Suzie, really! After all you told 
me about how obedient you are? Up 
with your skirt and down with your 
knickers. Just push them down to your 
knees at first. Quickly!" 
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wasn't doing it even while she really 

was. The pink tip of her tongue 

appeared briefly between her 
rosebud lips and then — wanting to 
close her eyes but not daring to because 
she hadn't been told she might — Suzie 
groped her skirt up slowly, little 
knowing perhaps how enticing ‘slowly’ 
can be. Her ankles were slim, her 
calves slender and subtly shaped, her 
thighs already commencing to swell 
slightly where her black stocking tops 
ringed the creamy columns. 

. 

‘No, Suzie, you do not hesitate, 
please', came Mr Robson's voice as she 
did just that, holding the dark hem of 
her skirt banded across her legs. A little 
bubble of sound escaped Suzie's mouth 
— not a coherent sound but a pleasant 
one, Robson thought; millimetre by 
millimetre, as it seemed, the hem 
ascended until a not dissimilar 
movement made itself known beneath 
his trousers, for where Suzie’s guardian 
had made her draw her knicks up 
tightly was a most appealing little 
hump. 


I was then that Suzie told herself she 


19 


nd push them down, as I said’, 
came Robson's voice rather 
thickly then, and in particular 
since her modestly drooping 
head was bringing her eyes to the same 
area of his person that his own were 
fixed upon between her twinky thighs. 
. 

‘L..wer—wer...’, Suzie murmured, 
tip of tongue appearing again, though 
this time to moisten her lips. She had 
never shown her nest before. Well, not 
really, except for the times that her 
guardian had wandered by accident, as 
he said, into her room as she was 
getting undressed for bed. And now, 
having flourished her little mass of 
brown curls to Mr Robson he was 
making her turn, turn; turn until the 
tight cleft of her bare bottom showed to 
him, not knowing what to do with her 
hands. 

. 

Her knickers were slipping, making 
her blush — sliding, gliding, seeming 
to have a life of their own until with a 
movement of desperation Suzie parted 
her legs and so held them banded just 
beneath her knees. 


hat's good - very good. Bend 

forward now, Suzie, with your 

hands on your knees. I want you 

to think of this henceforth, when 

you.are at home or elsewhere, as your 

first disciplinary position. Obedience 
One, we'll call it, shall we?" 

. 

‘Mmmm...’, Suzie hummed. She 
hadn't meant to make it sound like 
‘Yes’. It was the noise that escaped her 
as Mr Robson stepped forward and 


trailed seeking fingers under the 
silksmooth dip of her enchanting bulb 
and let them remain there, tantalising, 
teasing by the tiny, febrile movements 
that they made. As they edged forward 
more, up in between the Vee between 
her thighs, so a little squeak escaped 
her, bringing a soft, 'No, Suzie' from 
him, and then — as she thought she 
heard him say — ‘A little soothing 
there is always best before you are 
warmed-up. Isn't it?" 


ut really Suzie was glad that he 

didn't wait for a reply. Her skirt 

was coming off now and then — 

oh, how it made her blush! — he 
crouched down and snicked her panties 
off her ankles, looking right up under 
her as he did so. 

. 

‘To begin with’, he said and took her 
warm little hand and took her across to 
where Suzie thought he was going to 
cane her. His free hand fondled the 
warm apple of her bottom in the few 
steps that they moved, its peachlike 
surface quivering slightly in anticipa- 
tion. ‘Just gently at first, Suzie, until 
you begin to learn', she heard. And 
then his left forearm was lying up along 
her back, quite casually forcing her over 
— right over — and then that arm 
moved again and ringed her waist. It 
lifted her, brought her up on tiptoe, and 
then ‘Wo-ouch!’, Suzie yelped with the 
first hard smack/ of his right hand 
across her peach. 
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wriggled her hips much more 
appealingly than he thought she 
could. 


T st...st...stings!", she sobbed and 


. 
‘It will, Suzie, but in time you will 
grow more used to' — smack! — 
‘having it, my dear’ — this bringing a 
pleading ‘wow-wow-wow!' from her 
which went ignored and brought in fact 
another heat-searing splatt! which 
made Suzie feel that her bottom was on 
fire already. Her hips would have 
jerked more had he not been ringing 
her waist so firmly, his агт 
encompassing almost the whole of it. 


E 

She would need soothing first, so 
Robson had been told. Some girls — 
young ladies even who did not yet have 
an engagement ring on their fingers — 
were sometimes sent to him for stern 
canings over several days: a matter in 
which Mrs Robson was fortunately very 
accommodating. 


б 

While Suzie's sobs bubbled out, 
Robson soothed — soothed her with a 
much more gentle and persuasive palm, 
bringing her slim, stockinged legs to 
form an ever wider vee. 


. 

'Stay so, Suzie. We'll call this 
posture Obedience Two, shall we. 
You'll remember it?" 


B 

*L..whooo! — yes!', she choked, for 
a finger was more invasive than it had 
ever been before and her nest was 
moister than it had ever been before 
except when she was being a little bit 
naughty with herself in bed, and her 
tummy was feeling swimmy. 


. 

‘Right now, stand up!'. His voice 
was more authoritative now. It sounded 
like her guardian's sometimes did. As 
she stood, clenching the tingly 
halfmoons of her pert bottom together, 
so she had to stand thus, arms at her 
sides to begin with, and then clasped 
together behind her neck. And he was 
telling her...he was t...telling her then 
to take everything off except her 
stockings and shoes and then to hold 
her position again and then after that to 
turn around and f...f...face him. 


And he had picked up the cane at 
the same time, so Suzie knew she had to 
obey. 


LJ 

Already, considered Robson, as 
Suzie unpeeled and then fussed almost 
instinctively with her brown hair for a 
second or two, she has a vaselike waist. 
Good hips. Young violin - curves there. 
Positively - yes. In turning - so 
hesitantly in her turning - the very 
slight curve of her navel like a whorl of 
cream. Her bush was fluffed where she 
had washed it just before she came. 
Had someone helped her dry it, he 
wondered? If not, that was an exper- 
ience she would also shortly have. 


Those eyes were so appealing, too: 
appealing for a cessation which she 
could not hàve as yet. Not until she had 
learned - completely learned, and even 
then... 


+ 

“What is obedience опе, Suzie?', he 
asked, and stumblingly she told him 
that it was bending over with her 
knickers half down. And then, 
obedience two. Oh yes, that was - that 
was (a slight hesitation while he 
frowned) - th...that was going right 
over with her legs apart and holding 
them straight and with her toes turned 
in, a little, yes. 
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‘Obedience Three is trying to be 
very quiet when you are being attended 
to. You understand, Suzie?' His voice 
had returned to its gentler mode and 
the springy little thorns of her nipples 
quivered and stiffened to the brushing 
of his thumbs until her mouth opened in~ 
a small 'O' and remained so. Even 
when his hand insinuated itself down 
under her tummy while its companion 
cupped her bottom she mustn't move. 
She knew she mustn't move now and so 
she stared back blindly into his shirt- 
front and began to feel sticky and more 
tingly than ever. 


"Someone is going to be very proud 
of you after tonight, aren't they, Suzie?" 
she was asked. The fingers rubbed 
more and her hips stirred impulsively, 
but he didn't seem to mind that. In fact 
he gave her a nice smile and even told 
her she could move them back and forth 
just about an inch or so, but no more 
than that — not yet, anyway. 


е 

‘Yeth’, Suzie lisped helplessly in 
reply to his question. She supposed she 
knew who he meant. He said 'Good' at 
that and asked her, 'What comes first, 
Suzie?' and she said 'Obedience' so 
quickly that she was even proud of 


herself. 
ን 


‘Now we bend over again, don't 
we?'. His hands fell away from under 
her, leaving her feeling a tiny bit 
deserted there, and though she made a 
tiny mewing sound of desperation he 
didn't admonish her for it as she took 
up 'Obedience Two and Three', as he 
said, though this time with just her 
shoes and stockings on. When he then 
said to her, ‘Push it out a /eetle bit 
more', she did, although she gulped, 
and that made a little noise. too. 


Robson remembered what he had 
been told on the telephone the day 
before: ‘Not too much, not too little. I 
just want her got into trim for it, old 
chap’, and Robson had replied 
discreetly, "Yes, of course’. Which was 
a great pity right now in view of his own 
positively very stiff condition. Suzie had 
noticed it. Of that he felt sure. They 
were often never quite so innocent as 


one could be brought to believe. 
аа) 
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n his own practised assessment 

it would take about twenty 

minutes to give Suzie her first 

sixer, allowing each one to soak 
in — and allowing himself, too, the 
blissful vision of her semi-tortured 
wrigglings, the gentle rolling of her 
hips and bottom which he would even 
encourage. Sinuous...Yes, Suzie was 
definitely going to prove that. She had 
the legs, the hips, the bottom for it all 
— the waiting nest. 


A light tap first, and full across her 
out-thrust, upthrust orb. He always 
gave that first — the warning, 
introductory stroke to let them get the 
feel of it. The odd thing was that 
however tentative that first stroke was, 
they always uttered up a squeak, a 
muffled ‘Ouch!’ And besides, she must 
wait now — wait holding the posture. 
That was very important for them, even 
for those other young ladies who, 
having been seen to once or twice had 
then proved recalcitrant again and so 
were sent or brought to him for further 
treatment. 


he first, the first real biting 
sweee-isssh! was always a 
delight to give. Their firm tits 
always wobbled just as Suzie's 
did. Their hips churned, bottoms 
swung. Their legs often clipped 
together just as Suzie's started to as a 
startled howl broke upwards from her 
throat, causing Robson to clamp his 
hand — though not too firmly — over 
her mouth, saying quickly, ‘No, Suzie!’. 
. 

‘Glub-glub!' came from beneath his 
muffling palm. Therewith a little smack 
on the backs of her thighs persuaded 
her to ‘display’ again. ‘Displaying 
position — remember that’, he told her 
quite severely, asking, ‘Do you 
understand?’, and repeating the 
question until her sobbing ‘Yes’ came 
forth. But that was not enough. 


LJ 
‘It is my d...d...displaying position 
and I must do-oooh it whenever I am 
told’, he made her say. 


LJ 
After that he stepped back again 
and listened to her soft breathing, once 
again drinking in the clipped tightness 
of her slightly pink cheeks, the springy 
furrow and the peeping of her curls 
beneath, the trim straight legs: the 
perfect posture for a girl who 'offered 
up'. Her nipples bobbled where she 
leaned. 
. 


‘Just one more thing I am going to 
teach you, before I cane you, and 
it is what is called a signal. Your signal 
in future will be that you will be told 
simply to go and have a bath. After your 
bath — which should not take too long 
— you will do your hair, apply the light 
and pretty make-up that you wear, draw 
on just your stockings and go into the 
front bedroom and take up this posture 
with your hands upon the bed. None of 
that need by repeated to you. You will 
only be given your signal to go and have 
a bath. I take it that you understand?’ 

. 


'Y..yes, Mr Robson, I do, I — 
neee-0w!' screeched Suzie as white 
lightening streaked across her bottom 
with the swift and certain passing of the 
cane. Her eyes screwed up, her fingers 
clawed, long sobbing, blubbering 
sounds breaking from her. 

с: LJ 

‘Quiet, girl — quieter! Have I not 
taught you that? Have you forgotten 
already eh?' There came a light stroke 
then, but it still stung. An extra, 
Robson told himself. A ‘sweeper’ as he 
often called such strokes, skimming the 
wriggling globe, and dammit a dozen or 
so of such could often bring a girl on. 
Someone might need reminding about 
that. Maybe he would give Suzie a note 
to take. 


"Yee-aaah!' Much as she tried to 
muffle it, the searching fire was far too 
deep as Robson applied the first real 
second, biting in across her peach. 
Even so, her cry was several decibels 
down, he comforted himself. With 
double-glazing, not enough to rouse the 
neighbours in the night. It was an 
important part of the teaching, after all. 
‘No-no!’ They always cried ‘No! no!’ at 
round about the third, if not the first, 
and Suzie did — a plaintive, wailing cry 
which brought his hand caressingly 
beneath her again. 

. 

Promising — most promising — 
Robson thought. There were moments 
when a bewildered, blubbering Suzie 
made to rise but always he gently 
pressed her down again, even 
sometimes soothing her curly hair and 


saying ‘shush!’ e 


. 
‘I don’t w...w...want!’ The cry 
broke so boldly from her at the fifth that 
even Suzie was surprised. 


. 

"You do, you will, you need’, he 
replied sternly, while at the same time 
fingering her nest encouragingly so that 
all the scorching, burning and also 
tickly-sweet sensations that flooded 
Suzie bewildered her and seemed to be 
making tiny rockets burst inside her 
tum... 


. 

An eternity later when the car 
arrived for her and she slid gingerly 
onto the front seat, clutching a small 
envelope in her hand, she was asked 
gently who it was for and she said ‘You’ 
and pouted. He read it by the little light 
in the car that he switched on. It must 
have been short, for he read it quickly 
and slipped it into his pocket, saying, 
"Yes, I see’. 


. 

Suzie, trying desperately not to 
wriggle too much as he drove her back, 
wanted him to say more even though 
she didn't know what it might be that 
he could say or ask her now. It was only 
when they reached the house that he 
asked her, 'Did you learn?' Going 
indoors as they then were, Suzie had an 
awful feeling that either answer she 
could give would be ‘wrong’, but finally 
she blurted out a ‘Yes’. 


. 

‘I am very proud of you, Suzie, for 
learning so quickly', he said gravely in 
the living room and placed his hands 
upon her shoulders as he spoke. An 
instant of silence followed and then he 
said, ‘Go and have a bath, Suzie’. 


E 

Suzie told herself afterwards that 
she didn't really remember going up 
the stairs or anything, except maybe 
that she remembered to take a new pair 
of black stockings into the bathroom 
with her and that she was as quick as 
she could tremblingly be. 
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t seemed funny going into the big, 
front bedroom afterwards, not even 
being allowed to have her nightie 

‘on. He had his pyjamas on, she saw, 
and only a single bedside lamp was lit. 
There was a gap in the front of his 
pyjama trousers and she tried to look 
away, but her eyes still tugged towards 
it for a moment until she dutifully bent. 
At least it wasn't the cane again. He 
was holding a funny big strap that had 
two sort of fingers at the end. 

б 

‘I’m not going to сапе you tonight, 
Suzie. Tomorrow, perhaps. We shall 
have to see, won't we?" 


. 

Suzie bowed her head and nodded 
and kept her bottom out and her legs 
apart as Mr Robson had taught her to. 
t wasn't fair. Her bottom still stung and 
she had done what she had been told to 
do. Hopefully she stuck her bottom out 
a bit more so that he might not strap her 
too hard. A slithery, rustling sound 
came to her ears as if he were taking 
something off, but she daren't turn her 


head and look. 
. 


“After I've strapped you, Suzie, I'm 
going to put the light out. You 


understand?" 
. 
‘Mmmmm. Suzie murmured. 
And again just as it had at Mr 


Robson's — it sounded like ‘Yes’ even 
though she didn’t really mean it to... 
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Perchance to Dream 


She was, at 17, due to take the tests for the 
Queens Guide Award and pretty, shapely 
Susan Bryant was naturally very excited, even 
a little scared. There was no one else with the 
award in her Guide Group and so it would be a 
notable achievement; but by the same token if 
she failed everyone would be disappointed and 
Susan would have let them all down. Looking 
in the bathroom mirror, at big blue eyes, a soft 
full mouth, Susan decided she certainly looked 
nervous. She made a face to relieve the 
tension. In 20 minutes time she had to catch 
the bus to the Area Commissioner's house — 
for the first part of the tests. 

She had on her blue Guides' dress but it 
was shorter than usual. Her mother had said, 
'You've got pretty legs, Susan, and it can't 
hurt to show them off.’ And she had raised the 
hem of the skirt a good six inches so that it was 
now well above Susan's knees. And the pretty 
knees, and the pretty legs, were clad in sheer 
dark nylons which again you didn't normally 
wear with Guide uniform. But her mother, 
with a wink, had said that men liked to see 
pretty legs in nylons. And she had bought 
them specially. 

Under the short skirt the sheer nylons 
were tautly fastened with a pretty pale blue 
satin suspender belt, and further up there was 
a pair of equally pretty pale blue nylon 
knickers, brief and tight over Susan's nicely 
rounded bottom. Again these items had been 
obtained especially by her mother. ‘Men love 
pretty underwear,’ she had said, ‘and you 
never know what you might be showing.’ 

It was all strange because Susan's mother 
wasn't normally like that and anyway this 
commissioner wouldn't be like that either, 
would he?' 

Susan gave her short blonde hair a quick 
brush and then went downstairs. Her mother 
was waiting. She looked very excited. 

"All set then, dear? My, you do look nice, 
showing off your legs. Now make sure you 
answer all his questions; otherwise you know 
what some gentlemen like to do. They like to 
take a girl's knickers down and smack her 
bottom. That's why | got you those pretty 
knickers, just in case." 

Susan smiled weakly and put on her light 
coat. At the bus stop there was a woman she 
felt she should know but she couldn't 
remember her name. The woman said ‘Hello’ 
and Susan told her she was going for her test. 
The woman then said more or less what 
Susan's mother had said. 

ʻI hope you know all the answers, Sue; 
otherwise | expect you'll get your bottom 
smacked. Men always like to smack a pretty 
girl's bottom, you know." 

Susan couldn't remember much about the 
bus ride or how she then got to his house but 
suddenly'she was there. There was a big green 
tree outside. She knocked, feeling a sense of 
dread. In a way she now knew what was going 
to happen. 


The door opened and there he was. He 
invited Susan in and took her coat. As they 
walked along the hallway he put his hand on 
her bottom. 'Had it spanked recently?' he 
asked. 

Susan said 'No Sir.' That queasy feeling of 
dread was now almost over-powering. 

In his sitting room he sat down and smiled 
up at her. 'Right, Miss, let's have a look at 
your legs, please." 

She had to show him of course, it was all 
part of the test. Standing in front of him Susan 
meekly lifted up her skirt to show the nylons 
and suspenders and those new blue knickers. 

The Commissioner said, ‘Good. Now | 
think | shall give you a spanking before the 
questions, that's the normal procedure." 

Susan said ‘Yes Sir.’ She had known this 
was going to happen but that didn't stop that 
awful sicky feeling as she made herself get 
down over his lap. He pulled up her skirt and 
then took her knickers down. 'It's got to be on 
the bare for the Queens Award,' he said. 

His hand came down to take hold of 
Susan's bare bottom and the room began to 
spin slowly round. Then the hand started 
spanking; a measured rhythmic splatting of his 
hand on the bare cheeks of her bottom. Each 
spank made her feel really tingly but they kept 
coming down and Susan knew she had to lie 
there and take it because clearly this was the 
real test for the Award... 


Suddenly Susan was awake. Her mother 
was looking down, smiling. 'You're not 
planning to sleep all day, are you, Sue?’ 

Susan mumbled something, the fright- 
ening hypnotic dream still seeming more real 
than reality. 

"Come on! You know what today is: your 
test at the Commissioner's." 

Susan did know. The Queens Guide test, 
which she had been dreaming about. 

‘I've ironed your things and put them out, 
so hop up and get in the bath. It's late 
already." 

Susan stumbled out of bed and picked up 
the pile of clothes which had been placed on 
the chair near her bed. Out on the landing as 
she headed for the bathroom her mother said, 
‘I've taken the hem of that uniform up a bit. | 
noticed the other girls all seemed to have 


.theirs shorter. And there's a new pair of 


knickers there as well.” 

Fully awake now, Susan felt her heart miss 
a beat. That was what happened in the dream. 
That silly but frightening dream in which she 
had to have her bare bottom smacked to pass 
the test. She gave a shiver, feeling all goose- 
pimply. Could you have a dream about some- 
thing that was going to happen? The bundle of 
clothes she was carrying - did it also include 
nylon stockings and a fancy suspender belt, 
like in the dream? 

It was stupid, she knew, but Susan was 


"| hope you know all 
the answers, Sue; other- 
wise | expect you'll get 
your bottom smacked. 
Men always like to 
smack a pretty girl's 
bottom, you know.’ 


27 


"Mum, dreams don't 
come true, do they?" 

Mrs Bryant said. ‘Of 
course they do, dear. 


afraid to look. She ran the bath, then took off 
her pyjamas and got in, all the time eyeing that 
bundle of clothes. The dream had been so 
intense, so real. There had been that feeling of 
inevitability that you get in dreams; the feeling 
that there was no escape. 

And having your bare bottom smacked, at 
17, by a man was just about the most horrible 
thing Susan could think of. In spite of the 
warm bath she shuddered again at the thought 
of it. Her knickers pulled down and that man's 
hand on her bare bottom. What if it had been a 
premonition? And it was now going to happen 
again — for real this time! 

It was stupid, she knew, and anyway she 
now remembered why she could have dreamt 
it. A friend of hers, Priscilla, had told her a 
couple of days ago that she had had her bottom 
spanked where she worked on Saturdays. 
There had been some problem with money in 
the till; Priscilla said she hadn't nicked any but 
the man threatened to make a fuss, even go to 
the police. Then he said it was either that or he 
would deal with it himself, he would spank her 
bottom. And even though Priscilla claimed she 
hadn't nicked any money she agreed to let him 
do it. 

He had taken her over his lap and taken her 
knickers down. Priscilla said it had been awful 
but also very exciting in a way. 

Yes that must have been why Susan had 
her silly dream. But what about her skirt 
and the new knickers? And what if the 
commissioner said you've failed very badly but 
l'Il pass you if you let me spank your bottom, 
or something like that? According to Priscilla 
men would always get a girl's knickers down if 
they got the chance. 

With an effort Susan made herself snap out 
of these ridiculous musings. She couldn't hang 
about, she had to be there at 10 o'clock. She 
got out of the bath and dried herself, then put 
оп some talc and a touch of scent. She was still 
half fearful of that pile of clothes but, steeling 
herself, she picked up her dress. The other 
things fell to the floor and her heart stopped. 
Then she gave a gasp of relief. With her 
knickers and bra was a pair of the white knee 
socks that she normally wore to Guides. No 
sexy nylons or suspender belt, and so it had 
just been a silly dream. 

But still there were the new blue knickers 
just like the ones in the dream and when Susan 
put the dress on it was well above her knees, 
also as she had dreamt it. She didn't really 
know what to think. 

Downstairs her mother was waiting. She 
smiled at Susan. ‘That looks a lot better, dear. 
And I'm sure you'll not loose any points by 
showing him a pretty pair of knees." 

Susan felt little prickles of perspiration on 
her skin. In the dream her mother had said 
that, or something very like it. Her voice came 
out a bit shaky; 'Mum, dreams don't come 
true, do they?’ 

Mrs Bryant said. ‘Of course they do, dear." 

'No, | mean can you dream something 
that's not yet happened?" 

Her mother said, ‘I don't know about that. 
Why, have you dreamt that you’ve passed?’ 

Susan tried to smile. ‘No, I'm afraid not." 
She didn’t feel like any breakfast and anyway 
it was almost time to go. Her mother wished 
her good luck. Outside Susan shook her head 
in the fresh air, trying to shake off this whole 
eerie feeling. 

But at the bus stop there was a woman 
speaking to Susan just like in the dream. It was 
Mrs Stevens who lived two streets away but it 
could easily have been the woman that she 
couldn't put a name to. Susan said as little as 


possible and made no mention of where she 
was going, fearful that Mrs Stevens would 
then start talking about girls having their 
knickers taken down. If she had Susan didn't 
know what she would do. 

Susan got on the bus, though experiencing 
a moments's panic as she did so. She felt a 
powerful urge to just not turn up but she knew 
that was impossible with everyone thinking it 
was such a big thing. All too soon the bus was 
at the stop where she had to get off. It was an 
area of town she didn't know but Susan had 
looked it up on the map. She had no trouble 
finding it — unfortunately. 

Sixteen Primrose Road. With a sense of 
relief she saw there wasn't the big leafy tree 
outside that she remembered so distinctly in 
the dream. Even so Susan could hardly bring 
herself to raise the knocker. When she finally 
did there was a delay — plenty of time to run 
away — and then it opened. Susan could feel 
herself shaking. 

He looked ordinary enough — but that 
didn't mean anything. Somehow she didn't 
have a clear picture of the man in the dream. 
Only what he had said — and done. Inside the 
house she was on tenterhooks, expecting his. 
hand on her bottom at any moment. At the end 
of the hallway Susan almost jumped out of her 
skin as she felt his hand. But then she realised 
it was merely at her waist, directing her into a 
room. 

Inside, he sat down and smiled up at her. 
She was sweating — but then he simply told 
her to sit down as well. 

Susan did — and very gradually she 
relaxed. It was just a normal proper interview 
and she was asked normal proper questions, 
which Susan answered as best she could. And 
although she realised she hadn't answered 
them all correctly there was no suggestion at 
the end that other means or tests might be 
used to ensure she got through. 

At the end he simply said, 'Fine, that's it. 
I'll send an assessment to the Guider in the 
normal way, but you did pretty well. And now | 
expect you'd like to get out and enjoy your 
Saturday.' 

Outside Susan felt like she was walking on 
air. What a stupid dream! And what a stupid 
nut to get all worked up about it like that! She 
really should get her head examined, she 
thought. She strode along, feeling more like 
dancing than walking, when suddenly there 
was a screech of tyres and a car stopped along- 
side her. 

A voice called, ‘Sue! What're you doing out 
here?" 

She saw it was Mr Radley. Mr Radley, 
fortyish, was divorced and lived by himself 
about half a mile from Susan. Because her 
mother knew him Susan had got a part-time 
job doing cleaning for him, mostly at week- 
ends. She said ‘Hello’ and Mr Radley said he'd 
give her a lift. Susan got in. She hadn't been 
out to his house since last weekend and on that 
occasion, she recalled with a hot flush, she had 
dropped and broken a Chinese vase. 

Mr Radley had said it was very valuable 
and he had not looked at all pleased. Feeling 
absolutely wretched Susan had suggested that 
it could be stuck together but with a grim look 
he had said that that wouldn't bring back its 
value. 

Sitting in the car now she desperately 
hoped he wouldn't mention the vase. Partly to 
distract him and also because she was so full of 
it anyway, Susan started telling him about her 
interview and the fact that it seemed to have 
gone pretty well. Then without really meaning 
to she mentioned that she had had a funny 
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dream about it, and although it was ulous 
she had been half afraid that what she dreamt 
might happen. 

"What was the dream? Mr 
naturally wanted to know. 

Colouring, Susan said, ‘Oh, well, I'd rather 
not go into details. It was a bit embarrassing.’ 

Once she'd said that of course Mr Radley 
insisted on being told. And so she more or less 
had to. Reluctantly she told him about the 
spanking, and also about the dress shortening 
which had happened. She didn’t mention new 
knickers because that was a bit personal. She 
also didn't say anything about the nylons and 
suspender belt. 

Mr Radley gave her a funny sort of look. ‘A 
spanking eh? And you didn’t get one.’ 

Susan smiled and shook her head. She saw 
Mr Radley was driving to his house but that 
was all right as she could do a bit of work for 
him even though she had her clean uniform on. 
Fortunately he didn't say anything about the 
vase. When they got there Mr Radley said 
he'd make some coffee. 

They were drinking the coffee in his lounge 
when he suddenly smiled across at her. 'So, 
Susan, you dreamt of getting a spanking but it 
didn't happen." 

Colouring, she nodded, but it was not 
something she wanted to go on discussing with 
Mr Radley. He still had that smile on his face. 
‘But perhaps dreams do come true,’ he said. 

Susan blinked, not comprehending. 
"What?" 

"Му Chinese vase. Surely you agree you 
need some punishment for that. | think | might 
be prepared to settle for a spanked bottom." 

Going bright red Susan gasped, ‘No!’ 

"Yes, Miss. | think that dream should come 
true. And I’m sure you wouldn't want me to 
tell your mother about that vase. She'd feel 
terrible and would probably feel she had to pay 
for it. And she certainly wouldn't be able to 
afford it. How would you like that?" 

‘It was an accident, Susan protested 
guiltily. 

‘Of course it was, my dear, but people 
often have to pay for accidents. Come on; come 
over here." 

This had all come so suddenly, out of the 
blue, that Susan couldn't believe it was 
happening. It was almost like another dream 
but she knew it wasn't. But what could she do, 
she couldn't have him tell her mother. She 
pleaded but Mr Radley, smiling, simply said 
no. He was going to spank her bottom. He was 
going to make her dream come true. 

She finally had to accept it. She got up and 
went round the coffee table. Feeling a bit sick 
Susan got over his lap. It was like being in the 
dream again as her short Guide skirt was 
pulled up. His hand on her bare thighs, on the 
tight knickers. His voice: 

"What pretty knickers. Were they taken 
down in the dream? I'm sure they were. 

And then strong fingers were taking the 
new blue knickers down. Down to Susan's 
knees. His hand on her bare bottom. And the 
hand then spanking. A rhythmic measured 
splatting onto Susan's bouncy bare cheeks. 
heard herself gasping, and grunting. Her head 
was spinning and she had a sort of faint 
feeling. Susan wasn't really sure if she was in 
a dream or not. 

Some time later Mr Radley had stopped 
and was pulling her to her feet. Susan stood, 
shaking. She wasn't dreaming, she knew that. 
Mr Radley was grinning, his face quite red. 
Looking down she saw her knickers were still 
round her knees, below the short skirt. She 
grabbed at them, struggling them up under 
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her skirt. She was conscious that there were 
tears in her eyes although she wasn't actually 
crying. 

"You..you're beastly,’ she gasped. 

Mr Radley laughed and said he'd make 
some more coffee. He went out and Susan sat, 
on her freshly spanked bottom, staring 
unseeingly at the opposite wall. It had been 
just awful, not the pain but simply having 
something like that done to her. There was 
also the rather frightening fact that allowing 
for the sort of mix up you got in dreams, the 
dream had happened. 

Mr Radley came back in, with the coffee 
and also with something under his arm. He put 
the coffee down then held up the other. Susan 
went all hot and cold, not able to believe her 
eyes. A pair of dark nylons, and a suspender 
belt exactly like the one in the dream. 

Mr Radley said, '] thought you might like 
these. | got them for my wife but then we had 
the bust up and | never gave them to her. But 
this suspender belt is exactly the same colour 
as your knickers." 

Susan just sat there, struck dumb. 

"Put them on,' he said. 

Susan said ‘No’ but she felt too weak to 
insist on anything. Her hands didn't seem to 
want to co-operate because her mind wasn't 
working. She finally did it; took off shoes and 
socks and put on the nylons and suspender 
belt. They were something she had never worn 
before — apart from in a silly dream. 

Mr Radley's eyes were sparkling. ‘Super!’ 
he told her. 'Lift your skirt and let's have a 
look." 

The room was going round again. It was 
what the man in the dream had said. Susan 
lifted her skirt, right up. à 

Mr Radley's voice, as if from a distance: 
‘Mmm, that's really something!’ His hand 
reached for her knee, pulling her towards him. 
Laughing he said, ‘You look so good, I’ve just 
got to have you over my lap again.’ 

He pulled her down. The short skirt was up 
and Susan's knickers were down and she had 
on the nylons and suspender belt, exactly as in 
the dream. Mr Radley started spanking again. 
The man in the dream was Mr Radley. 

The spanking went on, she didn't know for 
how long because her mind was sort of funny 
like it is in a dream. And then something else 
seemed to be happening. Another funny 
dream it seemed, but this one a very sexy one. 

At last it was finished. Susan was standing 
and Mr Radley was standing too. His face was 
all flushed and he kissed her, on her mouth. 
He said, ‘Don’t worry, it'll be all right; but you 
looked so super that | had to." 

Susan's mind was still going round and 
round as she heard him say, ‘That'll pay for 
the vase, eh Susan. And we won't breath a 
word, will we? Not about the vase or any- 
thing." 

Susan didn't reply. Her head was still 
spinning when she left ten minutes later. But 
in spite of that she did notice something which 
hadn't registered before. That big leafy tree 
outside Mr Radley's house. Just like in the 
dream; the dream last night, that was. 

That made her head spin even more but her 
mind couldn't concentrate on that. She was 
still worrying about the other thing. The sexy 
dream that she had just had in Mr Radley's. 
If it had been a dream, because Mr Radley 
couldn't have actually done it, could he? In the 
dream, if it was a dream, he had said, 'Don't 
worry, it's all right, I’m using something.’ A 
car honked and Susan realised she had walked 
out into the road. I'm not still dreaming, am 1? 
she asked herself. 


"What pretty knicks. 
Were they taken down in 


the dream? I’m sure 
they were..." 
Lift your skirt and 


let's have a look." 
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ШРШ BELOW AM 


Mr Edward Armitage descended the 
staircase whistling a snatch of the Lord 
Chancellor's song from ‘Iolanthe’, which he 
remembered he had first seen many years 
ago, just after he had commenced his 
training as a solicitor in his father's practice. 
He had enjoyed Gilbert's wit very much but 
had recognised that ‘Professional Licence if 
carried too far, your chance of promotion will 
certainly mar', had more than a little truth in 
it, and he considered that the song contained 
good advice 

Normally at this time on a Tuesday 
afternoon he would have been found in his 
Chambers or in a court-room, but today he 
had been told to ‘Take the day off, old boy’ 
— by the senior Barrister of the Practice, no 
less; and had decided to spend the afternoon 
at his club and then go to see if the revival of 
‘Iolanthe’, which had opened the previous 
week at the Savoy, was as good as he 
remembered the original to have been. This 
would involve the inviting of some young 
lady of his acquaintance to accompany him, 
no great problem despite the short notice, he 
thought, somewhat cynically; as a batchelor 
not yet forty, well off and with excellent 
prospects, the difficulty would lie in avoiding 
the raising of hopes in the breast of a match- 
making mamma who could be guaranteed to 
assure him that her daughter would be 
delighted to be escorted to the theatre by him 
that evening. He was enjoying his batchelor- 
hood and had no intention of giving it up just 
yet 

Reaching the bottom of the stairs he 
encountered Mary, the latest parlour maid to 
enter his service. She bobbed him a curtesy 
and murmured ‘Good afternoon, sir’, in reply 
to his greeting, giving him a swift glance up 
through her eyelashes as she did so. He 
turned to watch her climbing the stairs, the 
round shapeliness of her bottom emphasized 
by the tightness of her black afternoon 
uniform dress. She knew he was watching 
her, he was certain, just as he was certain 
she realised the feelings she aroused in him 

He thought with gratitude of his 
housekeeper — dear Betsy, or rather Mrs 
Elizabeth James, to give her her proper title 
for her rank. She certainly made sure that the 
girls she engaged would meet with his 
approval. His thoughts went back to that 
summer afternoon years ago when his 
parents had gone out and he, home from 
school and wanting to prove that he was now 
a man, had summoned the young Betsy to his 
bedroom. In a voice shaking with nervous- 
ness he had ordered the maid to undress in 
front of him and with heart pounding he had 
watched her remove her uniform. He had 
then drawn her over to his bed and pushed 
her down onto it, running:his trembling 
hands over her firm young body. Looking 
back in later years he had realised how the 
role of seducer and that of seduced had 
changed over as she had initiated him into 
the pleasures of sex that afternoon and on 
the other afternoons that had followed, and 
young as he had been he had recognised the 
debt that he owed her. When his father had 
retired and moved out of town with his 
mother leaving him as master of the house he 
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it, he thought, and trod the last few feet to it 
as quietl; he could. On looking into the 
room, rprise he saw Mary standing 
by his ing table in the act of picking 
something up off the top and putting it inside 
the bib of her apron. He felt like cheering 
aloud but managed to keep his features 
straight as he pushed open the door and 
entered the room. 

The young maid spun round. *Oh sir, you 


did startle me!” she gasped. ‘I didn 
to, Mary’, he replied, ‘But I forgot 
watch’, and he walked over to the dressing 
table and picked it up. As he did so she made 
for the door. ‘Mary’, he said, not looking at 
her, his eyes on the pile of change he had left 
on the dressing table, ‘Come here a 
moment’. She turned in the doorway, he 
looked round and noticed that her face had 
gone somewhat pale. ‘I am almost certain 
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that there were four sovereigns on here when 
I went out just now’, he said, ‘and now there 
are only three'. He walked over to her and 
drawing her back into the room he closed the 
door and locked it. 

‘I realise Mary, as a lawyer’, he said, 
‘that it is a very serious matter to accuse 
someone of theft. I am therefore going to 
give you the chance to prove your innocence, 
and if I find that my accusation is without 
foundation I shall give you those three 
sovereigns there as an expression of regret 
for having doubted you'. He paused for a 
moment to see what she would say but she 
stood in silence, twisting her hands in her 
apron and looking at the floor. 

‘If you refuse to do as I ask’, he 
continued, ‘I can only take your refusal to be 
an admission of guilt, and I shall have to 
dismiss you without a character'. His words 
went home. ‘No master, please!’, she 
gasped. ‘Very well, then’, he said. ‘Now if 
you took the coin you must have concealed it 
on your person. Take off your apron’. She did 
so slowly, her breasts pushing forward 
against the bib as she reached round behind 
her to untie the bow. ‘Now take your dress 
off’, he ordered, and she started hesitatingly 
to undo the buttons down the front. ‘Hurry 
up, girl!’, he barked; she hurriedly un- 
fastened the remaining buttons and drew it 
down off her shoulders, pulling her arms free 
of the sleeves, and then pushing it down 
over her hips she bent and stepped out of it. 

‘Hold it up and shake it,’ he ordered, his 
eyes gleaming at the sight of her bust, the 
shapely curves revealed by the close-fitting 
bodice she was wearing. No coin fell to the 
carpet — much to his satisfaction. ‘Now 
remove your petticoat’, he instructed her, 
and blushing she fumbled with the draw- 
strings and then eased it down, letting it fall 
to the floor and turning to face him, her arms 
crossed modestly in front of her but rather 
spoiling the look of innocence by the way she 
peeped up at him through her eyelashes. He 
paused for a few moments, enjoying the 
sight of her shapely calves covered by black 
stockings, her full thighs and bottom 
emphasized by her tight white cotton 
drawers. Looking closely at her he thought 
he could see the outline of a coin under her 
bodice at her waist, prevented from falling 
through her drawers by their waistband, and 
he had to make a great effort to avoid 
showing on his face the pleasure filling him 
at the prospect of having the saucy baggage 
just where he wanted her. ‘Take off your 
bodice, Mary’, he ordered, and saw her face 
lose most of its colour. She hesitated. ‘Please 
sir...’, she whispered. He waited a few 
moments. ‘Mary’, he said, ‘Did you hear 
me? Remove your bodice?’ She gave a sob as 
her fingers slowly unfastened the buttons. 
As she drew it out of her drawers the 
sunlight glittered on the gold coin as it fell to 
the carpet at her feet. There was complete 
silence for a few moments, then she raised 
her head gasping ‘Please sir...I’m sorry sir... 
Please don’t dismiss me...please sir...’ he 
said nothing admiring her lovely firm 
breasts, and then as tears started to run 
down her cheeks he said gently, ‘So you did 


take the sovereign’. She nodded mutely. ‘I 
wouldn’t be nearly so cross if you had owned 
up at the start’, he said, and thought — And 
I wouldn’t have been half so pleased. 

‘Until now you have been an excellent 
maid’, he continued, ‘And I do not want to 
dismiss you, but it is that or punish you 
severely’ — and I'm not going to dismiss you 
now that I’ve got you where I want you, 
that’s for sure, he thought. She reacted just 
as he hoped she would. 

‘Please don’t sack me’, she begged, ‘I 
know I've been a bad wicked girl, but please 
don’t sack me!’ He paused for a moment and 
then, trying to make it appear that he was 
relenting, said ‘Very well, Mary, you shall 
have one more chance. I will not dismiss you 
this time, I will be content with administer- 
ing punishment for your misdeeds’. 

He walked over to a chair, picked it up 
and carried it over to the dressing table, 
placing it about two feet in front facing into 
the room. Then he pulled a drawer open, 
took out a wide black leather belt and turned 
to face the maid. ‘Come here, Mary’, he 
ordered. He saw her go pale at the sight of 
the belt in his hand. ‘Please sir, not the 
strap’, she begged, ‘Not the strap!’ — She’s 
not acting frightened, he thought. 

“You've had the strap before, have you?’ 
he asked, intrigued. ‘Yes, sir’, she 
whispered. ‘Pa used to take his belt to us if 
we disturbed him when he had been 
drinking...please don’t strap me’. He was 
quite happy to appear kind-hearted. ‘Very 
well’, he said and put the belt away again. 
‘Now come here and remove your drawers’. 
Blushing vividly she slowly approached him, 
her hands unfastening the ties, then 
standing in front of him, looking down 
unable to meet his eyes, she slowly peeled 
them down and took them off, straightening 
up to stand naked but for her cap and 
stockings, her hands held protectively over 
the junction of her thighs. He let her stand 
for a few moments as he admired her body, 
then he took her by her left arm and 
positioned her in front of the chair facing the 
dressing table. ‘Kneel up on the chair, 
Mary’, he instructed her. ‘That’s right, 
knees further apart...good, now lean forward 
and take hold of the edge of the dressing 
table. Good.” 

— Perfect, he thought. Standing to her 
left by her bottom he admired the beautiful 
curves of the cheeks of her bottom and of her 
thighs, and then looked in the mirror at the 
reflection of her face, the saucy lace cap 
perched on her dark curls with its streamers 
hanging down over her shoulders, and the 
lovely full breasts. 

He made her move her hands further 
apart so that her arms did not conceal the 
sides of her body as she faced the mirror, and 
then turning his attention back to her bottom 
he began to spank her. He didn’t put too 
much weight behind his hand to begin with, 
enjoying the feel of the firm cheeks and the 
way they quivered with each smack. The pale 
silky skin started to take on a rosy hue as she 
began to gasp and jerk forward each time his 
hand landed. He transferred his attentions to 
the tops of her thighs until they matched the 


36 


redness of her bottom, looking into the 
mirror from time to time at the reflection of 
her face, her eyes wide and pleading, her 
pretty lips parted and gasping, the streamers 
from her cap fluttering as her head and body 
jerked with every smack on her fiery bottom. 
After several minutes of steady spanking her 
bottom and thighs were a glowing red and 
her gasps had turned to sobs. He judged that 
she was no longer in any state to refuse any 
demands he might make, so he stopped 
smacking her and started to fondle her 
bottom, running his hand over the rosy skin 
and gently squeezing the hot flesh. She 
moaned softly as he caressed her, her body 
quivering at his touch. 

Having enjoyed himself for a few minutes 
he left her and walked over to his bureau, 
taking out a sheet of paper. ‘You can read 
and write, can’t you, Mary’, he said. ‘Yes 
sir’, she whispered. ‘Come here, then,’ he 
ordered, and she slowly got off the chair, her 
hands going to rub her bottom as she 
approached him, seemingly oblivious of the 
view he had of her pussy. ‘Take this pen’, he 
said, taking her arm and positioning her 
beside him at the desk, ‘And write: I, Mary 
Evans, confess that on December 12th 1901, 


I stole money from my employer Mr Edward 
Armitage. Now sign it and give it to me'. He 
took the paper from her hands, folded it and 
put it into one of the drawers of the bureau 
which he then locked. He knew that as an 
intelligent girl she would soon realise the 
implications of that document. ‘Now go back 
and resume your position on the chair,’ he 
ordered. She hesitated. ‘Please sir,’ she 
gasped, ‘I’ve learnt my lesson, truly I have, 
Ill be a good girl from now on, 1 
promise!" 

‘Then be a good girl and show me that 
you have learnt your lesson', he replied, and 
putting his hand on her bottom he gently 
pushed her towards the chair. She slovely 
knelt up on it again, looking back over her 
shoulder at him with wide eyes. 'That's a 
good girl’, he said, and started to caress and 
fondle her bottom again. ‘Face the mirror’, 
he ordered, and his right hand stroked down 
her bottom to her thighs while he placed his 
left hand on the small of her back. For a few 
moments he stroked the backs of her full 
thighs, still flushed and warm from the 
spanking they had received, then his fingers 
stole round to the insides and stroked up over 
the hot skin to caress her intimately. She 
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gasped and jerked her hips but the hand on 
her back prevented her rising and she had to 
submit to his fingers ticking, rubbing and 
finally entering her pussy. He looked in the 
mirror and watched her face blushing bright 
red, her eyes closed and her lips parted, 
panting as she rocked her hips. His left hand 
stroked down the side of her body and 
cupped her left breast, gently pinching the 
hardened nipple. Within minutes she was 
moaning and tossing her head, then with a 
little cry she clamped her thighs on his hand 
and shook with the force of her coming. 

He waited until her spasms had died 
away, still caressing her. breast, and then 
when she was still he stepped back. ‘Good 
girl, Mary', he said. *Now get dressed'. She 
slowly got up off the chair, still blushing, 
unable to meet his gaze, and walked over to 
the pile of her clothing. As she picked up her 
drawers, he said ‘No, leave those and your 
bodice here, you can collect them later this 
evening'. She looked at him, the colour 
flooding back into her face, then her eyes 
fell. “Yes, sir,’ she whispered and let them 
fall, picking up her petticoat, stepping into it 


and drawing it up over her legs. He watched 
with pleasure as she put on her dress and 
then her apron, tieing the bow with 
trembling fingers. He let her stand there for 
a few more enjoyable moments and then said 
gently, ‘That will be all for now, Mary’. 

‘Yes, sir’, she whispered again and 
walked out of his room. He followed her 
downstairs into the hall where his house- 
keeper was arranging some flowers in a vase 
on the hall table. He saw her look at the 
maid’s flushed face and then she turned to 
him. ‘I shall be going out for the rest of the 
afternoon, Mrs James, but I shall be back 
about seven. A cold meal will be perfectly 
satisfactory tonight...and as things are very 
quiet today I think you could send the 
servants to bed early tonight’. 

They both watched Mary walk through 
the servants’ door at the end of the hall. 
‘Thank you, sir’, she said, looking at him 
with a twinkle in her eye. ‘I’m sure the girls 
will welcome an early night’. He allowed 
himself to grin at her, then he picked up his 
hat from the table and went out. ‘Iolanthe’ 
would have to wait until another evening... 
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more 
hour in length. 


THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS МО. 1 THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO. 2 


When your favourite spanking magazine Editor puts an ad in the paper for models 
he is very surprised at the result. Not only do amateur models apply but also a top 
fashion one, there are a couple of beautiful girls you will have seen in the pages of 

MEN ONLY and CLUB INTERNATIONAL, a schoolgirl trying for her first job, the 
reluctant girlfriend brought along by a well known London playboy and the usual 

city secretary trying to make the big time. With the editors secretary getting a girl 

from the local coffee bar during lunch break, it makes a total of 9 girls. What 
happens to them?? Well somehow our lecherous editor manages to persuade them 
they should "audition". Using canes, a switch, strap, slipper, riding crop, a tawse 
and hair brush and not forgetting the old school ruler, and his very red hand, each 
of them ends up being thoroughly punished and abused, not to mention 
interfered with. 

Theresulton the girls is very interesting indeed and should not be missed, we see 
a young very reluctant blonde turned into a screaming nympho with even 2 men 
and 1 girl beating her and playing with her at the same time, and unable to give her 

satisfaction. You will also see a very "upper crust" lady with a fantastic brown 
body, beaten to a point of sexual arousal where she cannot resist interfering with 
herself. Then there are the 2 girls who have always been close friends find their 
friendship takes on a new meaning before your very eyes as they are beaten at the 
same time and can only find solice in each other. THESE SCENES ARE REAL AND 
HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH THE STORY LINE, THEY WERE FILMED AS 
THEY HAPPENED... and there is more.... and you will see many tears. 

To say the publishers were pleased with the result is an understatement, so much 

so that they were unable to decide on enough to cut out so we end up with almost 

hour long films. EACH PRICED AT £45.00. 


Cheques and postal orders should be made payable to 
"BROADWAY PUBLISHING". 

Please be sure to state whether VHS or Betamax format is 
required. 


£45 
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